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Sunday 


Author's Notes: 
it's been a long, long, long time. here's the stupidest shit ive ever written 


It starts on a Sunday. Your Sunday mornings are usually peaceful. Everyone's asleep but you. Your dad woulda 
liked you to keep to the Shabbat, but Sundays are where it's really at, man Just you rolling a joint at the 
kitchen table, radio tuned into the local easy listening station- unless Axl marches in and demands you turn it 
to the Gospel station, like, what in the fuck, right?- some tea or coffee or fortified wine, windows open, 


sunshine pouring through. Heaven to you. Heaven on earth with an onion slice. 


You sip on your coffee as you go to light up your joint. A sobering presence makes you pause, however; 


there's an evil in the air. You look up. The evil is in the doorway. Its Axl. 
I'm not changing the fucking station," you tell him sincerely. 


"Not askin’ you to," he shifts from one leg to the other and folds his arms. "What are you doing?" 


What are you doing? The same thing you always do on Sundays. You hold your arms out and look around, 
gesturing. He rolls his eyes. 


"m chilli," you say. 

He scratches his cheek. "Chillin?" 

"Uh-huh," you pluck the joint out of your mouth and point at him. "So if you don't mind." 

"Huh?" His eyebrows knit together, and then pop upwards in realisation. "Oh, you want me to leave?" 
"Yeah" 


"Too fucking bad," and like a flash, he's sat in the chair opposite you and flashing you his crazy eyes. "I need 
your help.” 


"No. Nuh-uh. It aint contract hours. It's my Sunday. Get outta here." 

"l ain't goin’ nowhere, this is my damn kitchen too-" 

"Goddamn it, Ax, for real, then just say your piece an' get outta here. Killing my vibe." 

"Man, fuck your vibe, Izzy," he says. "| need some guy talk" 

Your blood chills. You cannot light up that joint fast enough. Axl raises your blood pressure like fucking crazy. 
He leans across the table and turns down the volume on your radio. He catches your eye as he does: "You 


ever get angry?" 


"This is your idea of guy talk?" You ask through the joint in your mouth. You take a drag and offer it to him, 


but he declines. 

"Im getting there,” he insists. "Okay?" 

You and Axl share a long look, and you think he's waiting for you to say something. 

"Yes, | get angry," you tell him. Goddamn, you're getting angry right now. 

"What do you do about it?" Axl asks and he blinks sleepily; he has this thing where, when he's drunk or tired, 
his eyes blirk out of sync with each other. One eye then the other. You get distracted by this. Whatever he's 


angry about, has it been keeping him awake? 


"What?" 


"What do you do about it," he asks, "when you get angry?" 
It's a good question. You got this unique ability to let go of things. You got a very particular spiritual 
perspective that means very little bothers you and all you really seek is soulful healing. Music, friends, peace 


and serenity. And Sundays. 


Of course, you do get angry. Usually involves Axl and when it does, you count to ten and face him calmly- this 
pisses him off a great deal and makes you look like a king, so its worth it. 


"| count to ten" 
"Shut up. Really?" 


"Yeah, | mean-" You pause to look thoughtful. "Thinkin about it, no, | don’t really get angry. Not so angry that | 


gotta, like, do something you know what | mean?" 
He narrows his eyes. "I've seen you punch walls before." 
"| probably just needed a cigarette," you take a sip of your coffee. "And it was probably your fault" 


"Damn straight," he says, and his long fingers reach out towards you and snatch your coffee out of your 
hand. He takes his own long sip. "How'd you like to fight me?" 


"How'd | like to fight you" 

Rex 

"Very much, but | think I'd lose’ 

"What makes you say that? That's a bit defeatist” 


You're cuckolded by the bizarreness of this entire situation "You got like fifteen, twenty fuckin’ pounds on me, 


man. 
"What the hell's that supposed to mean?" 


It means you're a mean, built motherfucker," you gesture to yourself. Can't be giving him body dysmorphia 


He raises his eyebrows in consideration. "You'd crush me." 
"What if l.. promise not to?" 


"What the fuck is this?" You narrow your eyes. "Have | done somethin’, or somethin'?" 


He stiffens and gets visibly nervous. "I got some pent up, um, tension." 

Curious- Axl doesn't bottle things up. Not short-term, anyway. He carries his old load with him everywhere, 
but if something makes him mad he takes it on right then and there. Punches walls and shit. This is something 
that Axl has, sensibly, tabled until he's able to deal with it. This- is not like Axl at all 


"Don't look at me like that, man" He commands. 


You roll your eyes, then reach into your pocket and pull out your cigarettes. You toss them towards him and 


they land with a slap on the table. 

"Tell me about it: 

He takes the pack and pulls one out. "What?" 
"Walk it through with ol Izzy. Come on" 


He sighs and squeezes his eyes shut. "Cheated on Erin the other night. Vanity, from the Cathouse." He gently 
places the cig in between his lips and reaches for your lighter. "You know her, right?" 


"Damn. Yeah, | know her" 

"Yeah, you fucked her, right?" 

"Once. Yeah" 

"Yeah. Okay. So you know how she's a total insane cunt then, right?" 

You take a drag on your joint. "Not like you to get caught up over a gal 
‘Im not" he says. "Believe me 


He proceeds to tell you, in no short words, how she's a succubus, evil, possibly the worst type of woman ever 


to exist. You wonder what went down between them. "What went down between you?" 
“That's not important." 
Huh? "Uh- | think it is. Considering now you're projecting whatever fucked up shit she's left you with my way.’ 


"l'm just so sick of feeling angry all the time," he confesses. You start to pity him. 


"Does that mean you're gonna start taking your med-" 


"Keep your fucking voice down. No. They don't work, you know this." 
"Right." 


"I just." He drums his fingers on the table. "Don't know what else to do. Okay- okay, whatever. It doesn't 


matter. | just wanna know if you wanna go outside later and.. beat each other up’ 
You take a deep breath and look around the kitchen. You pretend to think about it 

"Beat each other up," you nod, kissing your teeth 

"lll let you get a few good hits in Promise.” 

"Okay. Walk me through... how we got here, from you having post-nut guilt" 

"No. Forget about Vanity, Vanity dont matter. Forget anything | said. Just focus on the" 

"the beating each other up part, uh-huh. | mean, with or without Vanity, its a little confusing" 
"What's there to be confused about?" He punches the air a few times to demonstrate 


"There's literally everything to be confused about. Look, why don't you ask Steven? He always loves an.. 
activity." 


"Because | don't want to beat up Steven! Fight Steven. Fight, | meant fight Don't give me that look." 

"You just wanna beat me up," you exhale. "Okay. Tell me why, at least. What have | done?" 

"You haven't done anything, but you can fake it, okay? None of the other guys can take it. Believe me, I've 
really thought about this. Slash is too lazy, Duff is a narcissist- won't let me near the face, for sure- and 
hitting Steven would just make me feel bad. Okay? So that leaves you." 

"And you couldn't just, | dunno, go punch some meat? Invest in a punching bag? Join a club?" 

He scoffs. "It's not- like, it's- you know, it's like..." 

"Take your time, by all means.” 


‘lm not fighting to win, Izzy. | think we'd have fun Remember when we went at it last summer?" 


"Huh." In July, Axl and yourself had a spontaneous drunken fistfight outside the bar. Someone moved in on 


someore else, maybe. You both forgot quite soon afterwards exactly what transpired and it ended with you 


both sat on the curb drinking beer in silence, equally battered. "Maybe you're remembering that more fondly 


than | am." 
"Maybe," he says, eyes sparkling at the memory. 


"I think you're just far more prone to violence than me." You swirl your coffee around your mug and avoid the 


look he's giving you. This stupid, unbelieving look that says Zzy, come on Dont you just wanna go apeshit? 
You're no stranger to fistfights and even at a disadvantage, you probably would actually take Axl on right here 
and now for annoying you so much. Speak to him in a language he understands art clip him round the neck. The 
off-putting thing about this situation is his persistence; is the implication that there is a much deeper reason 
for this insane conversation you're having. There's something going on here that under no circumstances do 


you want a part in 


"What does this have to do with Vanity?" You can't fight the curiosity. You both crush your smokes in the 


ashtray simultaneously. 
"It don't, | just told you so." He shakes his head. "Listen, it's all part of a bigger... l'm in too deep with some shit, 
an’ she just made it worse. | dunno. | dunno. | don't wanna snap one day and end up killing somebody, | need this 


shit out of me." 


"Axl," you tell him. "Let me stop you right there, ‘cuz talkin’ about killing people is the worst possible way of 


convincing me into the ring with you." 

"You've fought me before an’ won," he counters. 

"But | have a feeling you're gonna make a point to be on your a-game here." 
"No," he says firmly. "I told you, I'm not fighting to win I'm fighting to fight 
"An what happens when you decide halfway through you don't like losing?" 


He scoffs and leans back in his seat, but it's a good point and he knows it. "Alright. How about we do a practice 


round, later?" 
"How about we dont do any rounds?" 
"Come outside and punch me in the face." 


"Goddamn it, man, no! | know you, an’ this is all a cover for some weird shit! And | dont know what that shit is, 


and | don't want to know, so get your ass out of my kitchen and let me relax." 


He stands up aggressively and leaves the room. Surprised at how easy that was, you crank up the radio again. 


Despite that hiccup, your Sunday continues quietly and peacefully. The boys begin to stir around midday, just 
as the sun changes, so you take your guitar and head up to the roof. Sunday afternoon turns into Sunday 
evening, so you leave the roof and head on out to a friend's house. You smoke another joint, talk some shit, 
head home early around 930. You stop outside your apartment building to light up a cigarette. There's 
something pretty depressing and boring about your life upstairs. Sundays are fabulous because there's a 
purpose there: there are no commitments, no nothing. God himself wants you to get high in the sunshine to old 


Cat Stevens tunes. You find yourself looking forward to it all week long. 

Its not Sunday specific. You probably could do it all week long if you wanted to, but that would make it feel 
less special. Plus, you need to set aside some time for heroin, for gigs, for booze and girls and- God, it's so 
repetitive. You're a flight risk. You don't spend a whole lot of time in one place. This is why. You're bored. 
You're fucking bored of it all. The band's going nowhere. Is this gonna be your life forever? 

You head upstairs and find Steve sat on the landing outside your door. You regard him. 

"Forgot your keys again?" You ask him. 

‘lm beginnin' to think | don't actually own any," he whines. "For real. You ever seen me with keys?" 

"How long you been out here?" 


"Dunno. Thirty?" 


"Aint nobody home?" You hold out your hand and he grabs it. You pull him up and he wobbles into you; your 
hand on his shoulder keeps him firm. 


"My bad," he says. 

"You're golden," you squeeze his bicep affectionately. "Let me get this goddamn door open" 

Axl installed several locks on this door when you moved in. Not that you mind them, ‘cuz you're a paranoid 
fuck as well, but it's hell to get into. You got a deadbolt or two on the inside, which means that if you get 
home too late, you're out here for the night. Steven shuffles awkwardly as you work your way top to bottom 
unlocking the door. You get the door open, though, and throw your keys in the dish. They hit the stagnant set 
of spares. 

"Hey," you point at the keys. "Spares, brother. Take those next time." 


"Eh," Steven shrugs as he fetches a beer from the fridge. "Someone always comes along. I'll be okay.” 


The apartment is empty, besides Axl smoking a cigarette out the window. The windows don't have curtain poles, 


so you tacked scarves over the frame. The shittiest, cheapest apartment you could find had a no smoking 


clause that is largely ignorable but the smell of cigs and weed and junk and armpit ain't great for your zen, 
the apartment is on the seventh floor with no elevator so it makes sense to just stick your head outside 
sometimes. The windows are tall so everyone but Duff, from behind, is a tight anonymous ass in leather pants 


peaking out from paisley scarves when they decide they want a smoke. But hell, you'd know Axl's ass anywhere. 
As Steven walks past, he lifts his hand to land a slap on the poor, defenseless rear. 


"Axl," you say loudly and quickly, and get a fast annoyed grunt in response. Steven pauses, hand in air, 


recalibrating; he drops it and speeds on into his bedroom, head down 


Axl uses his arm to push the scarves away. His hair is freshly washed and wet, and he's lounging in sweats 


and a wife-beater. "What is it?" 


It was a very selfless act you just performed for Steven, because now you actually have to talk to Axl. You 


regard him in his comfies. "Getting an early night?" 
"Fuck off," he scowls. "What do you want?" 


What do you want? That's a very good question. To not be here, particularly, and also to be elsewhere, 
physically. It's been a hard- few- months. You know, you just aren't built to be stagnant, but your roots are 
dug too far in. Only an earthquake will tear you out of the ground, and the thought makes you nauseous. Let's 
be real, you're using again. It's an expensive habit, so you've also been working again. The band is stagnant also, 
because everyone's fighting to live. You have no time to get where you need to. It's so fucking endlessly 


frustrating and all you wanna do is run away and here's Axl, melodramatic as always, asking you to- 
You lick your lips. "How about a few rounds in the parking lot," you say quietly. 


Axl looks at you for a minute, and then he throws his cigarette out the window and shifts around, to give you 


his full attention. He still daintily holds the scarves away from his face. "What changed your mind?" 
You look around and shrug. "I got some weight inside me as well," you tell him. 
Axl eyebrows knit together. It's not concern, don't get your wires crossed. Its his thinking face and he's 


assessing you. "Sure," he says, and then starts nodding enthusiastically. "Okay. As good a reason as any, | guess. 


Let's do this shit" 


He stands up and brushes himself down- a nervous tic- and then exhales excitedly. Shoes, he says to himself, 
like a child babbling away as he gets ready for school. He pulls on his tennis shoes and you awkwardly pull on 


your jacket, wondering whether to take it off or leave it on How much moving are you gonna do? 


"Should | go lighter?" You ask him. 


He looks up at you as he balances on one leg, adjusting the back of his shoes. "Depends on whether you wanna 


win or not.” 


"What type of fuckin’ answer is that?" You narrow your eyes. "And what's this about winning? You fucking said 


He rolls his eyes exaggeratedly. "| know what | fucking said, I'm jerkin' your chain. Take your damn jacket off." 
You nod sagely- yes, this was the right call- and you take off your jacket and throw it over the couch. You 
roll up your sleeves and remove your valuables: your watch, your smokes, and you finger the ring in your 
nose that hasn't been removed or changed in years. Is now the time to do it? If Axl grabs it, he'll rip it damn 
right out. But also you know yourself, and you know you'll just be damn focusing on how weird it feels and 
worrying whether the hole will close or- 

"You done picking your nose?" 


"The ring," you say. "Should | take it out?" 


"Goddamn, Izzy, it ain't that deep. In your mind, l'm a damn pit bull or something. | promise | won't rip your 


fucking nose ring out, okay?" 


"Brother, | won't put a single fucking thing past you an there's nothing you could possibly say to make me 
trust you." 


"Just the way papa likes it," he says- cringe- and he stretches his arms over his head. "You ready?" 
"As I'll ever be," you say. "You got the keys?" 
"You grab ‘em," he says, "in case you start frettin’ about me havin’ an extra weapon" 


You grab your keys and signal for him to head in front of you so you can close the door. He picks up his 
denim jacket on his way out and slides past you. 


"Motherfucker!" You narrow your eyes. 


"What?" He says, looking over his shoulder. "It looks cold. You- oh, you're so fucking paranoid, man, give it a 


rest. | don't care about your goddamn jacket." 
"Like hell you don't! You snap. "God, | can't wait to hit you. Get your ass out this door!" 


You bicker all the way down the stairs. 


"So," you say, "how do we-" 


Axl punches you in the face. Your back hits the front door of the complex and you fall. Your feet ain't even 
hit grass yet. 


"Motherfucker, what in the hell?" You hold your nose. "Can you not wait five fuckin’ minutes?" 
He shrugs. "No need to overcomplicate it." 


"So what the fuck am | meant to do now?!" You look at your hands, flipping them front and back, looking for 
blood. 


"| dunno," he shrugs again "Hit me back" 

You explode. */ don't wanna fuckin’ hit you back! 

"Why not?" 

"Because l- because you just busted my.. fucking nosel | don't feel like it!" 
"You're making me feel bad, stop it" 


"Are you on crack?" You stare up at him. "Are you on crack? Crack, Axl? ls that what you smoke, you fucking 


insane piece of-" 

He twitches and you think he's gonna jump for you. "Shut up, you big baby. Stand up already." 

You do stand up, and you stare at him for a few seconds. These few seconds dictate whether you respond 
with fight or flight. Fight wins, and you clumsily punch him square in the nose. He reels, but keeps his balance. 
He grabs his face. "Okay. Ow. Okay. | get it" 


He turns around and paces away the hit, and you feel a swell of pride. On his way back, he's nodding. "I think 
it's- it's a little awkward, right? There's no fluidity, its not natural.” 


"You want me to rile you up first? Get the red cape out?" 
"| dunno. What if we take turns," he says. 


"What? No," you disagree. "I know you didn't wanna overcomplicate it but | think we gotta. | just think we need a 


- a word. A safeword." 


"Jesus. It's not a sex thing, Izzy." 


"Yeah, but you don't know when to stop." 

"Okay. Okay. Whatever, if you fucking insist, we'll have a safeword What do you want it to be?" 

"What, | have to choose it?" 

‘lm thinking you're gonna be the one using it the most 

"Um, like- | dunno." You look around the yard. You think of the first word that comes to your brain. "Steven." 
"St- Yeah, okay. Steven That's enough to put anyone off" 

"Steven," you nod. 

"Steven," he says back, frowning. "Alright. | think we've familiarised ourselves enough with the fucking... thing 
that lives in our house and eats our food." Axl gestures between the two of you, and begins to step further 
out into the parking lot. He moves gracefully, you envy him in loose, breathable clothes. 

You actually get butterflies in your stomach, and a pang of anxiety. You don't really get anxious, there's always 
a pill or two you can take to help, but you feel a little like you're in trouble. Axl then moves lightning quick 
Towards you. 

"Steven," you call out immediately. He stops in front of your face, arm reeled back 

"Brother," he says, still as a statue. "What the fuck is wrong with you." 

‘Sorry, sorry. Let's try again" 

And when Axl winds his hit back up, you're a little more prepared. You're lighter on your feet than he is, so 
you side step him quickly as he goes for you. He grabs your wrist on your way out, however, and as his hit is 
about to land, you slap it away and yell: "Steven!" 

"Izz!" Axl's exasperated. "You can't just-" 

| know!" You sigh. "I'm out. I'm not doing this." 

"No," he pulls on the wrist he still has. "Come on. It'll get easier. Trust me." 


"Trust you? You told me you'd kill someone if | didn't let you beat on me." 


"Not.." Axl tilts his head left and right, "in those exact words." 


You snatch your arm back. "Man," you chuckle humourlessly. "It ain't gonna happen. Not tonight" 

"Not tonight?" He repeats, surprised. 

"Not- not not tonight. | meant-" 

"Okay," he says. "Forget about whatever train of thought you had just now. Don't be too fucking hasty, 
something made you wanna do this, hold onto that. Now, | think a lot of your attention is taken up by like, 
countering everything. | think we can do this in a way that can take the pressure off. Like, I'll do you and then 


you can do me afterwards." 


"I have no interest in," you pull a face, "doing you. | have no interest in this whole thing anymore. It was a 
stupid idea." 


"Give it a chancel" 


"So, what, | let you pound on me an then when l'm all bleeding and broken and unable to fucking move, then | 


can pound on you?" 

He frowns. You've got a point, he knows it. "What if we made it into, like," he holds his hands out and looks 
dreamily into the sky, like he always does when he's pitching something insane. "What if we give ourselves a 
couple days in between? Do it on a different night?" 

You give him a ridiculous look. "You mean make this whole thing last far longer than it needs to last?" 


"What do you mean, needs to? Has this been done before?" He guffaws. "Is there a damn manual we can read?" 


"Don't get smart with me," you point at him. "Not when there's a possibility of me beating your ass very soon 


| was of the fuckin’ mindset that we were gonna be one an' done with it tonight" 
"We were," he puts his hands on his hips like a woman. “Until you pissed your pants screaming for Steven-" 


In a movement propelled by God, you move forward and give Axl a warning shot on the chest. He stumbles 


back, surprised, and then flashes you an evil, horrible smile. 
"Are you.." You narrow your eyes. "Were you just fucking baiting me?" 


He stares at you, with these big fucking come and get me eyes. He really thinks he'll win. You could hammer 


this little punk into the ground, looney tunes style. 
"Get out of my head, Axl,” you tell him sternly. 


He's still smiling. He might as well say motherfucking meep meep and run off into the distance. 


"What's your pitch?" You set your jaw. 


"IIl take it out on you tonight, you take it out on me tomorrow," he says quickly. Axl is an excellent business 


man, a very skilled negotiator. He truly can pull anything he wants from people. 

"Aint you working tomorrow?" 

He pauses, and then huffs. "I fucking am. Goddamn. Tuesday then" 

lm working Tuesday. Accounting's due." 

He gives you a disgusted look "Well, I'm taking Erin out on Wednesday, working Thursday.’ 
"And | work Thursday through Saturday anyway." 

"Can you wait a whole week to get your hands on me?" 

"As long as it's worth my fucking while." 


"You," he narrows his eyes as he regards you, "are a weird little critter, ain't you? Sure, whatever. You care 
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that much, | get tonight, you get next Sunday." 


| care that much? You were fucking begging- you know what, whatever. How come you get to go first, 


anyway? You're being really fucking annoying for someone who don't wanna get beat up." 


"| go first ‘cause it was my idea, duh," he looks at you like you're stupid, and then he shrugs. "And | dunno. 
Something about you being mad as hell makes it a little sweeter." 


"You're sick in the head, man. | have- if we fucking do this, jf" Against your better judgment, you concede. "l 


have rules." 

Axl gives you another look. "Kind of defeats the point." 

"Only one," you enunciate so he pays attention, "an' you fuckin’ remember it, okay? No choking." 
"Choking?" 

"| got a neck thing." 


"A fucking- a neck thing. Really?" 


"Yes, really, you fuckin’ remember that" You frown. "What about you, anyway? You got any fucking." you 
gesture at him with your hand, "..things?" 


"No," he says, a little too fast. He backtracks slightly. "Maybe. | dunno. If you cross a line I'll let you know." 


If | say the word," you disregard his wavering, "then that's it, ok? No more of this shit ever again, not 
tonight, not ever. Kosher?" 


He rolls his eyes. "Yes, whatever. Are you.. good to go now? Good for me to start, | mean?" 


You blink. This is it, huh? "I guess. | mean, l- you know, | don't really want you beatin! my ass down on sore... 


wet ass concrete." You gesture around yourselves and out at the lot. 

"You're stalling," he says matter of factly. He's right, to be fair. "But where the fuck else-" 
"Upstairs," you snap. "It's dry an’ nobody's home." 

"Except Steven," he says. "What happens when you pussy out again and go screaming his name?" 


As if on cue, out the corner of your eye, you see Steven exit the building. He walks past you guys. "Happy 
hour at the Cathouse," he tells you. 


"What, two whores for the price of one?" Axl jibes. Steven doesn't pay attention and keeps on walking. 


"Well," he looks after him solemnly. "That's one problem solved. | dunno. | don't really wanna bring my dirty 
laundry into the apartment." 


"Boy," you address him. "The apartment is nothing but dirty laundry. There's been some horrible shit happen 
up there." 


"You almost sound like you wanna do it now, Izzy." 


"Fuckin | know, right? Why am /trying to convince you? Listen, l." Axl watches, thoroughly amused, as you 
backtrack and stumble over your words. You decide to be honest with him. "You know | got a problem in the 


brain with thinkin’ certain things right? Paranoia." 


He raises his brows. "On account of all that dope you smoke, yeah. I'm very familiar with you an' your brain 


problems" 


"I just need to hear it from you that this isn't some big Candid Camera set up. What with you going first, and 


"Izzy," he says surprisingly softly. "You're damn safe with me, you think I'm gonna let anything happen to you? 


Here, if it makes you feel better, we can rock paper scissors for who goes first" 

"Really?" 

He holds his hand out. Satisfied, you mirror him. On three, you pull rock, as you always do. It doesn't actually 
occur to you until much later that Axl knows you always pull rock, just as he makes it a habit to know 
everything about everyone so further down the line on an occasion like today he can use it to get what he 
wants. He pulls paper, anyway. 

"Fuck," you whisper. You look up at him. "Ste-" 

"Nice try," Axl sneers. "I'm gonna beat the shit out of you." 

You don't know why you don't just say no. Its absolutely a guy thing. Though Axl's been pissing you off 
something fierce and it will be nice to get some uninterrupted, unadulterated time to berate and beat him. And 
Axl, historically, has never liked to physically hurt you. You've never been on his shit list, not really. 
"Remember," you say. "Don't touch my neck, don't break no bones. | don't want no brain damage either." 

Axl looks like he's fit to squeal with excitement. "Alright," he nods. He holds out his hand to you, you shake it. 
You both take a solemn, laborious walk back up to your apartment. He pulls his keys out of his jacket halfway 
through and they jangle with each step. When you reach the top fucking floor, you're both breathing heavily, 
and you hope this means he'll have less stamina He unlocks the first lock and the door swings open, and his 
own paranoia is laid bare when he gives you a pissed off look for only locking the one lock behind you. You were 


only in the fucking parking lot, christ. 


He moves into the apartment and holds the door open for you, and then locks every lock behind him and bolts 
the fucking door. Fuck the three other people that live here, huh? 


"Where's best?" He asks, throwing off his jacket. "Your bedroom's got the most space." 
You wrinkle your nose at the idea of this taking place in a bedroom. "We can't do it here?" 
Axl frowns. "It's a little cramped, restricted. Too many sharp corners," he rubs the end of the table. 


Your room is a mattress, a wardrobe and a potted plant. Goddamn minimalism. "Alright. My fucking room, | 


guess. Goddamn it." 


You once again walk awkwardly in sync to the next room over. You lead him into the darkness of your bedroom 


and he turns on the light. 


"Turn the light back off," you direct him, taking off your jacket. 
"What?" 


"The light. If you're gonna hit me an' | can't do nothin’ about it, at least let me not be able to see where it's 


coming from, right? Besides, I'm embarrassed enough already." 
He scoffs. "Whatever you want, man." 


Then he follows you in and stands in front of you. You look at his outline in the moonlight. You'd prefer to just 
be blindfolded. 


"Ready?" 

"Ready," you try to play it cool and disinterested and the first hit, to your surprise, is a slap. 

Its a hard slap, no shit, but the girlishness of it illicits such a ringing laugh from you that you can't control. 
Your head slowly turns back to Axl, ready to rip into him for his gay ass blow, when he lands another slap on 
you that is so hard it almost snaps your neck from the sheer force with which it sends your head flying to 
the right. The ball drops for you, then, somewhere in your stomach. 


"If you got any real hard limits that you left out," Axl whispers, in a commanding way. "Tell me now." 


"Don't kill me," you say, because you have to say it. It needs to be said. You don't trust him like that, and he 


doesn't even laugh. 


